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that hopes of its recovery were small. Regretfully,
I gave orders for it to be destroyed.
With the loss of my father and friend, life for me
began to shape itself anew. I did not realise then
to what extent it would change. Although he was
seventy-nine, he was so virile that I had never faced
the fact of his having to leave me, and now it had
come so suddenly and unexpectedly.
My mother was by then a complete invalid, and
obliged for her health to live in England; she was
unable to travel any more such a long distance to
Rome. It was my painful duty to wire to her the
news of his death, which was a great blow to her.
This was my first personal contact with the sadness
and reality of life. It was only then I began to
understand how sheltered my life had been.
A week after my father's death, I sent Paulo,
who had been his servant for many years and who
remained on with me for some time, to the little
church of San Venanzio, which was situated not far
from the Palazzo Massimo. Papa used frequently to
attend services at this church, and I wished the priest
to say a Mass for him. Paulo returned with the
information that the only time when the priest would
be available to read the Mass was half-past seven
on the following morning.
I arrived punctually and stood in the empty
church. The priest, in his black vestments, began to
recite the Mass for the Dead. In those days I
regarded death as a terrible thing; to-day I look
upon it in a different way. At the Oremus (Let us
pray), the priest said : " Let us pray for the soul of
Stella Vitelleschi, deceased. . . /' A long-drawn
whistle of dismay escaped me and reached the